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THE FOCUS 

In the cold and misty morn, 
Just before the sun is born, 

Comes a glow — 
Roseate arrows warm and plumy 
Like elysium striking through me 

At a blow. 

There 's a light that falls at even 
From the silent vault of heaven 

When the sky 
Rolls in rippling waves that break 
From the waters of the lake 

On the eye. 

Many kindred scattered gleams 
Glide into my waking dreams 

All day long, 
Live and die in someone's look, 
In the pages of a book 

Or in a song 

Whose soft lightnings fill the air, 
Playing round some dark despair, 

Shining on grief; 
Though I cannot count or watch them, 
Nor assemble them, nor catch them 

To a sheaf. 

Haply when at last I lie 
Quietly stretched out to die, 

Calm, complete : 
I shall feel these Fires of Space 
Like a light upon my face, 
Lift my eyes and know the place 

Where the rays meet. 

John Jay Chapman. 
Barrytown, New York. 



